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But. Good faith,good faith uhe fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee ; 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and foleifurely, 

That if this were a rule,he Ihould be gracious, 

CWr.Why Madame,fo no doubt he is, 

Dwf.lhope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 
r<r.Novv by my troth if I had been remembred, 

I could haire giuen ray V ncles Grace a flout, (n, 

That fhould haue neercr touebt his growth then hedid 
But. How ray prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me heareit, 
Tor. Marry they fay .that my V ncle grew fo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old ; 

\ Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gwmam,this would haue bcene a prittie ieft. 
r Dut. I pray thee prettie Y orke.who told thee fo? 
Tbr.Granam, his Nurfe. 

But, Why, ftie was dead crethou wert borne. 
Ter.lftwere hot fhe,I cannot tell who told me, 

' Qm. A perillous Boy : go too : you are too flirewd. 
CWr.Good Madame be not angry with thechild. 

Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfit. 

C^.Here comes yourfonne,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Dor.Such newes.my Lord,asgricucs metovnfold, 
^a.How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well, A^adame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then? 

Bor. Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are lent toPomtret, 
With them, Jir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

Dut.VJ ho hath committed them ? 

Bor. The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
CWr.For what offence ? 

Bor. The fummeof all I can, l haue dilcloled l 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me,my gracious Lady, 
i Oh,, Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houte, 

TheTygcr now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde : 
Infultingtyranniebrginstoiet yp 0it 






Vpon the innocent and lawlcfte throane : 

Welcome deftruftion.death and malfacr^ 

1 fee as in a Mappe the end of all. 

Accurfed and vnquiet wranglingdaies ; 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft hislife to get checrowne 
And often vp and downemy Tonnes were toft 
For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lqfle 
And being feared, and domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours, 

Makewar vpon therofelues, blood againtt blood, 

Selfe againft felfe, O prepofterous 

And franktice outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

^.Coroe^coroe, my boy.we will to i'anftuarie.' 

Sut .He goe along with you. 

6)«.You haue no caufe, 

O.My graciousTady,go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods. 

For’my part.lle refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale 1 keepe,and fo betid to me, 

As 'Well 1 tender you.and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the Sanctuane. Exeunt 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince, the Duke of 

CjlofteriandBuckinghum-yCardimll.&c , (ber 

5»r^WelcomefwecrePrinceto London to your cham- 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne: 

- The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin.Uo Vncle.but our erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tcdious,wearifom,and heaflie' : 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

[ G/u.Sweetc Prince, thevntaintedvertue of your yearet, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguilli of a man. 

Then of his outward £hew, which God h e knowes, 
Seldomeor neueriumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want,werc dangerous, 

Your grace attended to their fugred words, 

But lookt not on the poyfgn of their hearts? 
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